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flattered to possess amongst his ancestors a lot of slaves serving the Two-headed Eagle, while Lieutenant Thezard was ready to take his oath the General owed his birth to good sans-culottes and nobody else. Meanwhile the Canon went on with a long string of boasts concerning the nobility of his house and lineage.
"Know this, nephew/' he finished by saying, " our Florentine ancestors well deserved their name. They were ever of the Ion parti, and steadfast defenders of Mother Church."
At these words, which the old fellow had uttered in a high, clear voice, the General, who so far had been scarcely listening, gathered his wandering wits together, and raising his pale, thin face, with its classically moulded features, threw a piercing look at his interlocutor, which closed his lips instantly.
u Nay ! uncle," he cried, alet us have done with these follies ! the rats of your garret are very welcome to these moth-eaten parchments for me."
Then he added in a voice of brass :
a The only nobility 1 vaunt is in my deeds. It dates from the i3th Vendemiaire of Year IV, the day I swept the Royalist Sections with cannon-shot from the steps of St. Roch. Come, let us drink to the Republic ! 'Tis the arrow of Evander, which falls not to earth again, and is transformed into a star!"